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Now is the only now.   

 

 

 

Leaves in the air. 

 

Nude autumn flagpole. 

On the steps we 

Watch some, sweaters and books; 

Backpacks on one shoulder, 

Headphones: a song, their life. 

Down the hall of light, blue lockers open or 

shut metallically. 

Nervous teachers move in classrooms with 

doors open. 

 The bell. 

I don’t know him, reclining, chewing on the 

eraser of his pencil. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

The girl with dyed red hair composes blocks 

Of curly handwriting (lyrics) onto 

The cardboard back of her spiral notebook. 

 

The cars nap in the lot. 

 

 

 

Three girls walk down the hall. 

 

Tiny Kendra is the leader; 

her eyes call shots. 

 

Selena, like a stalk, is the plastic model 

one. 

 

The laughing smiling one is Kimmy, her 

blonde hair 

 over the denim of her jacket. 

 

 

 

They sat on the steps next to the railing 

above 

 that surfed down. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

Selena with perfect thighs in papery jeans 

said: 

“Who is that?” 

A boy was chasing an injured bird around the 

flagpole. 

“Lane,” Kimmy pointed out. 

“Is he chasing a bird?” Kendra said looking 

away at her car  

wanting to smoke a cigarette. 

Lane caught the bird, its head bobbing and 

chirping. 

He took it over to the edge of the woods 

 and released it into the understory. 

 

 

 

Rachel underneath dyed red hair. 

Boots up on the dashboard. 

Max in the driver’s seat, his long neck and 

shaved head  

a dinosaur’s. 

He ripped a smelly pillow of smoke into 

himself 

 from his bowl. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

He held it in, offered some to Rachel, but 

she declined. 

 

He killed the engine and the angry music 

ceased. 

Out in the school weather, the specific 

sounds of 

 the jeep doors closing were so clear. 

Max sprung his stepping ahead of her in his 

camouflage pants,  

putting on sunglasses. 

The school marched toward them. 

At the entrance, Rachel paused to hold the 

door 

 for Cool Kyle who was coming up the 

steps. 

She said hey as he passed through, in his 

trench coat and  

 sunglasses and stone face; 

But, he would not acknowledge her, or 

anyone. 

 

 

 

Somewhere in the middle of class, 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

 Rachel saw Kimmy anew. 

She’d always known Kimmy. 

They’d shared this classroom for weeks now. 

But in this moment, something changed. 

Everything had changed. 

Kimmy bent down to get a pen from the mesh 

pocket of her backpack, 

Some of her blonde hair fell, revealing 

neck. 

That was it. 

Rachel saw it from where she sat on the 

other side of the room. 

Kimmy became attentive again, eyes open. 

 

 

 

At dismissal, the buses let out sharp 

smashes of gas. 

Lane sat in the back and put his headphones 

on. 

He looked out the window with its comet 

streak of white bird shit. 

The bus pulled out and away from the school 

and began floating  

down the road. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

The seatback in front of him was ripped 

open, jiggling flaky shards  

of Styrofoam.     

Kids leaned over their seats, laughing, up 

ahead of him. 

Lane kept his eyes out the window. 

The trees jogged by. 

 

Devan waved at him to get his attention. 

Lane put his headphones down. 

“Got a pen?” she asked, voice organic 

country. 

Lane bent down and searched his backpack. 

He found one and handed it across the aisle 

to her. 

She took it and scribbled with it in her 

composition book, 

 to get the ink flowing. 

Lane looked away and put his headphones on. 

 

 

 

The accordion door expanded, closing. 

The small ears of stop signs folded back 

against the bus. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

 

 Devan felt the autumn tingle in her 

stomach.  Watching the farmhouses as they 

passed on her left, finally coming to her 

own.  The small yard needed mowing.  The old 

tire swing unused since she was a child with 

cobweb spatter in it. 

 Inside, the house was dark.  Layla 

skitted up to her on wood.  Devan crouched 

down with her backpack on and loved and 

kissed her dog.  She stood up and closed the 

door.   

 

She went out to the shed in shorts and a T-

shirt. 

The innards of the shed were glazed with day 

shadows. 

She backed out the push mower.  

 

 Close to six, her dad pulled in on the 

freshly mown grass.  Inside, he found her 

watching TV on the sofa. 

 “Hey, baby.” 

 “Hey.” 

 “How you?” 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

 “Fine.” 

 He bent down to pat Layla on the head 

and undo the muddy laces of his muddy boots.  

He grunted. 

 He went over to her in his socks and 

kissed her on her head. 

 “Need the truck tonight?” 

 “Maybe.  There’s this dance at school.  

I don’t know.” 

 “Sounds cool,” he said, going off down 

the hall to the bathroom. 

 “Pizza?” she hollered. 

 “Oh, yeah,” he said from inside the 

bathroom.  Then, she heard the door shut and 

the sound of shower water. 

 

In his lazy chair 

With his socks up he cracked a cold can. 

Devan flipped him the remote from the couch. 

“Ain’t watching nothin’?” 

She shook her head no. 

He changed the channel. 

She was sketching, so he couldn’t see. 

When the pizza was ready and they were 

eating 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

 with the TV on mute, 

She asked him: 

“You think there’s a reason why you love who 

you love? – like,  

 you’re supposed to be with that person? 

because otherwise 

 why would you love them?” 

He put his pizza down and dusted off his 

hands. 

“I don’t really know about all that,” he 

said.  “But, 

just ‘cause you love somebody don’t 

mean you should be with them.” 

A moment. 

“You think times change people or people 

change the times?” 

“Times change people, definitely.” 

“Hm.” 

“Although,” he said, picking up his pizza, 

“some people change  

the times, I guess.”    

 

 

 

The dance. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

Enter through the outside doors. 

Inside bodies swarming in the purple dark. 

Life celebrated. 

Everything is happening here. 

 

That song comes on. 

The girls scream. 

Start moving your head. 

The girls pointing at each other, singing to 

each other. 

We find the pulse. 

The girls dance in circles facing inward; 

An upperclassman breaks in, he throws his 

hand up, he gets down. 

The leather-seated stacked chairs watch 

mutely from the gym  

walls. 

Eyes close and smiles blossom. 

When you’ve given yourself (the greatest 

feeling),  

This becomes effortless. 

 

Kendra’s surfing her hands. 

Kimmy bangs her blonde hair, grinding in her 

ripped jeans. 



                                                                                       
 
 
   

Selena swims her hips: an eel. 

 

  


